\ 
E by - - 
4» 
4 
. 4 
- 
* . 
1 : 
= = 
* 
is 
8 * 
* 
* 
: - f 
* 
1 


* 1 


I Mr. VoD AR D, —— 


„ ON HIS - 


* 


TRIUMPH 2 


— 


OVER THE 5 
JNSEECE OM 2 
| 4 B Y | : | ; | 0 
SAMPSON EDWARDS, BT + 
' . The Merry Cobler of the Hay-Market, — * 
Blejt with thy Pather's Wit and Mother*s Tongue. Pd. 
„ 9 ; Popx. 1 
| LONDON: S200 
24-28 Printed for C. Cox kx r. in Fleet-ſtreet, | 
' | . (Price Six-pence, : . 


$ \ 
| / 
. 
{ 
* e ; ; 
| » 
* x | 
21 * Ef * 1 
*% N - 
$4 : 
_ 
* 
* & 5 
* 
. WP > | 
* 8 2 1 a 
| = | % af 
* 3 * 1 + a : 


3 
: 7 
. = LS. * 
8 q 23 * 
- - * 25 8 
% - 
* 7 
- 5 ö 
> 
*, 
* 
- 2 / 
* 
| . 
% % 
44 
* 
| . 
* . 
1 , 
2 
* 
* 
= _ 
bt ; 
» 
; 
4 
* 
* *# 
4 
' 
* 
"4 
* 
* 
4 
4 * 
1 * 
= 
* 
4 \ 
” 
z# 
| N 
7 * 
* 
$ 
+ 
. 
. 
: 
- 1 
1 
56418 
* 1 
& 
* 
4 
92 
3; 2327 * 
Fg 
* 
' 
N 
4 . 
7 -, 
I 
+ 
* 
G K * 
12 
\ * 
* * 
A 
1 
* 
* 
0 * 
. 
= 
; . 


. 


* 
- N ; 
WW 1 
Py 6 
«at I” 4. g h | 
4% X , K 9 %, v4 3 
4 4 8 \ by, +: ** 
CAE 43 kJ A 
5 - * 
i % T4 - 
_ £ | "ftw ms -— | 
| . - 
W ft dad tf moore N 8885 5 
— 8 | 1 
* 2 8 | 
» 5 : k 
* ö 
— 
— 
„ 
4 "4 
. 
2 , — 
. ** | 
I i 
* x * 
* 
» * 
F be * d 
- 
U 
1 ; f a | 
"A * . T 
** * ; ; 
* * 1 | 
— \ 
— , 
* 


* % 
5 Ao 
p 
#2 
5 
* 
- 
; 85 
. $7 
1 * 
* 
A . 
; os 
% 
* 
- * 
- by 
I 
©"; * 
LY F = $1 +. + 
+ 
$ 55 
I 
% 
% 
FR " 


* Fi 


— 
„ 
.% 
* 
ry 
% 
- 
— 
* 
iy 
8 
* 
9 
- * 
* 


* 
. 
7 * 
* 
* 
2 
% 
4 
+ 
% 


py 1 
7 
* * 
* 
+» 
* 
A 
* 


„ 
. 
* 
7 mY . 4 * 1 — 
* 4 * * * * 
899 ' & > * 
* = + * * 
- Fe | 5 4 
4 z 0 * 
. X 0 , 81 
* "IIS * 8 a to... r * 
Fo a * — — * 4 - 6a > G- ” 
poten * * 8 * : 
6 * ; 3 nd 4 © - — 4 de 
< FI — 2 6—— Dad d> dt 
— - 
* 4 1 * — 5 — = 4 * * 
, F ; 
, * 
4 — * * ” 
4 > 
. 5 
— 8 2 
— — — * 7 
880 1 * F a 
4 1 ni „ Lt ms as. Ll. þ FS bn 
Ro TT OT * * oe” 
* N 
% 
* 
* 
9 * * . 
\ , *; 
6 * 7 
; f ; ; — 
» — ( 
35 s 
MAVEN n 
- » ay 
_ - 
n 1 4 — & 
- 7 * * ; . * 
* 1 — 
: * * * * 7 
: K — 114 ; 4 * & 
4 — 
1 F $ $ & -. 
. os | 
* * "I ? 03 
— bY Ll £4 > 
* 1 . b * 
y - 
* 
* 7 
\ — 


2 1 


; GREAT FRIEND Se to. LG e 
18 done. Thou art immortal | 
The Nine receive thee to the 
hallowed Seats, prepared for 
1 and for Worth like thine: They 
hail thee Conqueror in this dangerous War; 
and ſay, Thou haſt gain d more Glory than 
by all thy Playing. That was precarious, 
this is certain Triumph. Let the illgudg- 
ing World in that, ſay, others may have 


. . been 
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"I - 
| fon like to thee, or thou to others; None 
will preſume to ay, in this thou haſt a 
Rival : to fay, that my Man has wrote, or 
will write, like thee. No one ſhall give 
to any of the Greek or Roman Genii the 


Praiſe of -being thy — or having 


Model. 


been thy 


Cibzer, the tk of that N ame, has 
play'd the Fop : But no Man will preſume 
to ſay, that the leaſt Part of thy ſuperior 
Excellence has been derived from him. 
He was, indeed, a Copyiſt ;. for he copied 
Nature. Thou'rt an Original, and ſoar ſt 


above if. His were the ſervile Portraits of a 


Kneller ; ; mean Likeneſſes of Something 


that * in imperfect Nature: Thine 
are the Statues of a Phidias, different from 


all mortal Things : : Formed on Ideas l 


in thy own Mind alone; 3 and therefore 
more than * 8 


- 


3 


We have 8 this Foil to thy Geer 


| Luſtre, and we might ſee another. We 


might ſee, did thy Diſdain permit theConteſt, 
the younger Player of that Name trying 


W that Combat hers his great Father 


fail d; 


8 
2 


15 
cata: But your Abilities, © or is it you? 
high Intereſt, confine him to a Priſon- 
| This may be cruel; but tis ſurely great. 
Tis higher Glory far than could have 
been obtain'd by Conqueſt: This is 
to conquer without Oppoſition ! This to 
deſtroy without even condeſcending to the 
Combat. Nor is the Queſtion needful, 
whether *tis to your Merit, or your Influ- 
ence that he owes his Fate. That Influ- 
ence muſt be proportion'd to that Merit 
only ; for none will dare ſufpe& your 
ae, of Meanneſs, or of Fartiality. 


My Buſineſs, my Intent, O honour'd 
Friend! I own it, and I glory in the Cauſe, 
are the Congratulation with you as the Wri- 
ter! But one Praiſe, Serpent-like, needs 
not to eat another. Be the Defign of this 
Addreſs to add one Wreathe of Laurels, 
or ſhall it be of Ivy * to thoſe Groves that 
ſhadow you as Conqueror in the written 
Field: Yet, O yet give Friendſhip, and 
give Admiration room. Let me a 


bd Mix the Out' Wy with 5 poer : Bays. 
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B 2 firſt 
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firſt upon thy ſmaller ExodlleatjeeF- 
+ while I thus reverence you, great Ge- 
nius! as an Author: Let me admire 
vou alſo as the Player; and uſher in as 
Light, by Shade; che Greater by the Leſſer 
Praiſe. 7 | 


I have declared you quite Original 
throughout your Fops and Coxcombs : 
That is no little Glory, hut that is leſs, 
leſs by innumerable Stages in the long Road 
to Fame than you deſerve; and leſs than 
ſhall be paid you. What is there, I appeal 
to all the World : What is there, in which 
you are leſs Original? What is there, in the 
which your Genius and your Fire does not 
Create, where others Imitate ! Is there in 
all the ample Fields of Folly, a Being 
like unto your fineſt of all fine Gentlemen, 
in the Fineſt of all fine Farces? No. 
There's not in Nature, but that is little! 

There is not, even in that Lumber-Loft of 
Being- leſs Ideas, the great Author's Fancy, 
any Form to which it bears the leaſt, the 
moſt remote Reſemblance. He avers there 
is not, and in that Acknowledgement, 
while he confeſſes the Applauſe that ec- | 


_ Ccho's 


(7 * 
cho's from the higheſt Gallery, belongs 


not unto him; Does he not ſay, tis yours ! 
O worthy, every Slap of callous Hands | 
O worthy, every Hoot and Howhof Throats 


Vocal, although Irrational ! O worthy, 


thy great Maſter's Laureat's * Praiſe, wor- 
thy of Statues caſt in Braſs, and not in 
 Chejſea China. Let others have the mean- 

ly founded Pride; the ſervile Honour of 


pleaſing thoſe who know when tis they 
ſhould be pleas d; leave this to C:4ber and 


to Barry; nay, leave it to your very Rival 
Garrick : Be yours the Praiſe of giving 


Rapture unto. thoſe who have not Senſe : 
Yours of Tranſporting thoſe who know 


not what ſhould be the Origin 'of Glad- 


neſs: This is true Glory, Friend, this is, 


indeed, Applauſe. Nor have you ever 
ſtoop'd, or will you ever condeſcend 
to, accept the Tribute on leſs honour- 


able Terms. Joy is the Paſſion you de- 
E light to raiſe, Joy innocent of T. bought, And 


. * Garrick go on, and charm us every N ight, 


With  Shakeſpear's . and 15 922 s Wit 


„„ 
Kitely, or Hamlet, yet thy Houſe fhall fill, 
In ſpite of ane Ric h, and Doctor Hill. 
| | OMART. 


—— —— —ä ——— ——— 


. — . . — — — — 


„ 
be aflur'd „ 


| Have, ſucceeded. 


Nature, poor Drudge before true Geains 
can be no Bar to you in this Purſuit, ſhe ne- 


ver has, and may ſhe never be! And if not 


ſhe, much leſs thoſe Copiers of her Follies, 
Poets. It is not only Garrict's Praiſe you 
have eclipſed, and have ſupplanted by your 
own. See Johnſon, Shakeſpeare, and the reſt 


of thoſe dull Writers, idoliz'd by Fools. 


Have they not ſunk before the ſame great In- 
fluence. Mercutio! Is it yours, let me aſk of 
all Men is it yours, or is it Shakeſpear's Glo- 
ry that Teſounds throughout the eccho- |, | 
ing Dome, whenever you perform it? Yours. 

— Macklin performs what the fond Author 
meant, and who regards Mercatio? But thou, 
ſuperior Genius, thou tickling their Fancy 
with the Tithe-pig's Tail of Fun, calls forth 


the veritable Thunder. 


The Dawof Fobnſon, view it, examine it! 
let thoſe who wou'd do Juſtice to thy Name 
examine it! how pitiful a Character! Nature, 
meer, paltry, ſervile, common, perfect Na. 
ture! a Fool, a Coward, a Coxcomb, a Being 

whom 


. 
= 
5 


650 


whom we may pick up at every Coffee · 
houſe. What could be expected from a 
Thing like this upon the Stage? Contempt 
and not Applauſe, unleſs you Harry had in- 
tpir'd' the Scene! Your Thingum Thangum, 


to your Sword: Call'd it not forth, that Ap- 


probation from the attending Benches which 
all the Authors cold and pointleſs Humour 


in vain ſolicited! Tis thus thou claim'ſt our 


Pralſes, O inventive Friend? not on the 


Fund of others Merit, but on the rich Pro- 


duce of thine own, 'Vaily ſhall Men here 
after aſk what Talents Nature gave thee fr 


this Purpoſe, She has done more than all ſke 


cou d. have heap d upon..thee, in beſtawing, 
by that the bas an d. She teh e 


thee Modeſty. 


1 who have be I who have ſeen re-. 


A ſounding Multitudes. admire thee, O great. 
+ Friend! in elegant, I cannot fear for thee 


in great and in heroic Characters. Thou art 
thyſelf a Hero. I who have ſeen thee ſhine 


in thy dear Novelty, cannot be diffident of 


thy Succeſs in the deſign'd Ozhellp, Nature 


| has form'd thee for the one, as perfectly as 


for 


1 


0 10 . 
for the other; and it is Envy, O immortal 
Friend! Envy in thoſe who have adviſed thee 
in this gariſh Character to hide thy clean 
Limbs beneath the Umbrage of a drak ning ; 
Robe: Mere Malice that has bid you take. 
this Step, to obviate the climbing Monkey's 
Fortune. Canſt thou be like the Monkey ? 
idle and improbable 1. 5 Eft, 


Player farewel! that Friend! is RN "leaſt 
_ glorious Toil.— Author ſtand boah!“ unpa- 
rallell'd, unrival'd, and alone. Tis here I, 
ſtrew the Laurels, at thy Feet; here ſcatter 
Roſes in thy way; here light the Pyre 
whoſe ſacred Flame ſhall conſecrate all that 


its Blaze diſplays : and, /ke your Glory, end 


among the Clouds. Tis at this Theme I call . 
the Siſters nine, altho I tye them not to 
Rhyme, to celebrate thy Glories; "Tis on 
this Theme I mean to fix myſelf, the Wren 
on thy Imperial Shoulders, and. with thee. 


pierce the Heavens. 


Accept, 0 worthy of a 3 Herald, this 

ſounding, tho hoarſe Note of Triumph: 

Accept this after 0 e and among 
thy 


ne Oo ne oo "WF AA _ - 
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| thy Laurels, this Epinicion | in \ Proſe. Thou | 


boggleſt at the Word.—O Shame to Mer. 
chemt-Taylors ] Smart will explain | it tothee, 
for ſhe ba Leuming. 


Well mithteſt thou vanquiſh e're thou wert 


oppos' d; well mighteſt thou ſeize the Spoil 
e're they had told thee thou hadſt conquer'd! . 


They who ſucceed by more than vulgar 
Means, diſdain the idle Pride of vulgar Con- 
queſt. Inſtinct inform'd thee that thou muſt 
ſucceed that Inſtin& which firſt pull'd thee 
by the Ear to tell thou coudſt write; and can 
that err, great Friend. it cannot! that 
told thee thou couldſt write; nay that thou 


could ſpell, witneſs thy Printer, whether it 


deceiv'd thee. That told thee, thou hadſt 
Wit. How haſt thou countenanced that 


Praiſes? All laugh that read thee! its 
wWhiſper'd thou hadſt Humour, Fielding 
himſelf ſhall own it, If he deny thee, he 


has none himſelf; for his is thine, thine his, 
and both are one!] That told thee, thy. great 


Satire on the Town was but the Morning 


Ray to the Meridian Glory of thy Fame in 
this, Is it not as it told thee ? Art thou 
* 5 no 


P . ED "I = 
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T3 
not as thy ſelf affirmeſt, receiv'd, applauded, 
and eſteem'd of all, while thy Antagoniſt, 
this Hill, this Dunghill, this Apothecary, i is 
of all Mankind diſcourag'd, damn'd , reje- 
ed, and diſcountenanced. Men told thee, that 


thy new Glories ſhould eclipſe the old they 


| faid, thy Fame for writing well, ſhould leave 


no Thought of thy theatric Virtues. How has 


their Curſe prevailed / who is there regards 


thee ! Thy broken Head, thy broken Voice *, 
thy lotty Perineſs and thy mean Submiſſion ! 
who prais'd or who regarded them! Some 


| Weaver hifs'd. Some Laceman pelted ! ſome 


Critic damn'd thee. but there was none of 
that applauding Clatter of the Hands: none 


of that cackling Laugh, thar us'd to mock 


thy Victories. © The Rattle of Reception 
ſinks into a Groan, and where Apes once 


chatter'd in thy Praiſe, now Serpents hiſs 


azainſt thee, Suppoſe not this is Loſs of 
Honour his Accumulation. Think not thy 
Friends are griev'd : they glory in the gene- 
ral Voice. The Stage may ſpare thee, 
Friend, while the Preſs groans out her Re- 
queſts to labour in thy Service. Author, no 


longer Actor, be thy great Addition! this 


* Rehearſal, 55 
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Jud gment may diſpute, but, for the firſt 
Envy herſelf ſhall not preſume to queſtion ; 
nor all the Snakes about her ſibilate one faint 
or idle Hiſs to rob thee of Preeminence. 


If Eloquence of stile; if Dignity of 


Thought; if Majeſty of Sentiment, or 


Harmony of Language, charm, where is the 
Poet, where the Orator, that ever boaſted them 
in ſuch Perfection! if humbler Praiſe de- 
light thy gentle Ear, if Chaſtity of Thought 
and Purity of Phraſe; if Elegance and 


ſweet Variety of Periods, and of Words, 


can charm a poliſh'd Age; where ſhall 


1 they ſee Correctneſs, Eaſe, and Beauty, 
like to thine! if thou content thy ſelf 
with humbler Praiſe, and flow the Virgil 


of thy Time; within the Banks of Juſtice 
and of Right. Smile not the Valleys, whoſe 
green Plain thou cut'ſt with gentle Wave, 


and grows not every Flower upon the Verge; 
ſpreads not the Thiſtle over all the Border; 
and noddeth not the Poppy all along the 


Bank, to court its own too weighty Fiead! 
in the clear Wave. 5 


n = I But 


1 41 


1 Ie ic the Himes of the aſtoniſhed Pe. | 
ed; thou breakeſt or over flow'ft all 
Mounds and Banks, making thy Bed the 
wide. Plain, and ſwelling over all Things 
with aſuddenDeluge: Art thou not then the 
Nile impetuous, upreſtrained, over whelm- 
ing all, and when the ſudden Flood as 
ſuddenly has ebb'd, leaving the Mark 1 in 
Mud wherefore thou has paſſed. 


This is 5 Praiſe, and who wou'd NE 
to other : W ho that can't ſoar at Cygnets, 
prey on Flies. Know thy ſelf better, and 
know this is thy proper Sphere, leave it 
to mean Souls to light up their weak Fires 
at low Ambition. Thine be the greater; 
thine the nobler Taſk. - Dogs can dance, 
Puppets can act; and Things, tho human 
in their Form, leſs actuated by the Ray 
Divine than Puppets or than Puppies, have, 
thou knoweſt, rival'd thee, upon the mi- 
mic Scene; but here the ſpacious Field is 
all thine own. No Writer has, none ſhall 
appear to rival thee. Of whom wou'dſt 
thou know; of whom wou'd the World 
know what 1s true Fame . and how to be 


acquir. d 
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acquir d! the Writers ſhall inform thee ; | 


they are the truſty Meſſengers of Praiſe ; 
'tis they communicate, they celebrate, and 
often they create it. Lions here are Sta- 
tuaries *, and to whom ſhou'd they aſcribe 


moſt Glory but to themſelves. Aſk theſe, 
Who 'tis deſerves higheſt Fgme ? and they 


ſhall tell you, Authors, AK them, What 


is the higheſt Glory? and they will tell 
you, Not the triumphant Arch or ſculp- 
tur'd Pillar ; theſe may decay, 'tis the Ap- 


plauſe of Authors. That - every Author 
knows will laſt for ever. Be it the 
Enquiry, By what great Action that it is 
molt deſerved ? they anſwer, Not by Wars 
and Conqueſts ; theſe brawny Limbs and 


. witleſs Valour may accompliſh. Ajax a Fool, 


and Hector, no great Genius, did Wonders 


in the Field; but 'tis the Soul that conſti- 


tutes the Man ; and therefore, Writing, 
which employs the Soul which is its ge- 
nuine Offspring, is the greateſt. Go far- 
ther yet, O happy Friend, aſk, for thou 
knoweſt it not, altho' thou haſt atchieved 
it ; demand What Kind of Writing moſt 
deſerves it? one ſays an Epigram's the 


greateſt; another, that a Tragedy's the 


nobleſt 
* The Fable, 


Ger... 


nobleſt Effort of the human Mind. Stand 


forth, and be immortal» Was not that 
Epigram eterniz'd by the Gazetteer, that 
ſung forth all thy Praiſes ? Was it not thine | 
own? Throw Modeſty to the Dogs, con- 
feſs it and be glorious. For Tragedy: that 
is a Drama of he ſadder Kind; and has the 
World ſeen, from its earlieſt Period, a Piece 
that more deſerv'd that Title, than what 
they heard from you. But theſe are little. 
The Dialogue, the Turn, the Point, the 
Energy, are nothing unto thy late Exhibi- 
tions. Lycambes hang d himſelf for half 
the Satire thou haſt pour'd in the full Tor- 
rent, on thy Foe of Inſpectorial Memory : 

And the Inſpector lives, O Barbariſm of 


Thought! alas ! unfeeling mortal Stuff 


that now loads the Globe. What is it that 
ſhall deſtroy thee? What Arrow ſhall be 


found to pierce the ten- fold Covering of * 
Breaſt, this grey Gooſe Weapon failing “. 


'O happy Youth, atlas d the Son of 


Philip, when in Sigæum he beheld the 


8 Cou'd Troy be fav'd by any pb. Hand, 
His grey Geoſe Weapon wou'd have made her 
$2 ſtand. Porr. 


Tomb 


of 


| 6 79. 

Tomb of great Achilles ; O fortunate of He- 
| roes, who had the immortal Homer to ce- 
lebrate thy Victories. And he was right, 
exclaims the ſage Philoſopher, had not 
this been the Chance, the Tomb that co- 


ver'd his Remains, had buried too his Me- 
mory, the World had never known he was 


a Heroe. Men now ſhall cry out, O ill-fated 
Hill, O moſt unfortunate of Writers, who 
hadſt for thy Antagoniſt the immortal 
Woodward, and they are right. Was it not 
for him, had not this been the Chance, 
The World had never known thou once 
waſt an Ane. 


Is not this Triumph? Is not this more than 
all the ſhadowy Laurels that mimick Fancy 
gains upon the Stage, the Slave of Fools, 
the Jeſt, O happieſt for thee, great Genius, 


that it is ſo the applauded Jeſt of thoſe who 


ne'er knew Meaning. Thou haſt excelled 
in Eloquence and Eaſe, in ſounding Phraſe, 
and in pure Rhetorick, all that have gone 
before thee. Demoſthenes muſt bow the Head 
to thee in Force, and A/chines in Soſtneſs. 
Singly they ſteal, or ſingly they command 


Applauſe: Thou art the ſublime Combination 
; of 


% 
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of all that is, or all that could be great in cis 
ther. Nature to make one Engliſo Genius, has 
always join'd two of the Greet or Roman. 


Homer and Virgil ſhe combined to form her 
Milton : theſe to compoſe her Sa 


1 Nor is thy Rapidity of Thought inferi- 
1 or! O ſtill pre-eminent, till greateſt of the 
great in all. It coſt ocrates ten Years to write 
= that cold and lifeleſs Panegyrick. Thee hard- 
[ ly twenty Days to finiſh this elaborate Piece: 


This greater then Athenian Character. 
Accept my Praiſe in all, accept, altho' thou 


1 unqderſtandſt it not: Nor wonder I fly out 
| of Sight even of thyſelf in praiſing thee ! "tis i 
| : fit I riſe above the Clouds. Thou who 
1 haſt ſunk ſo bold a Warrior in the Fields 


4h of Fame, ſhall thou thyſelf be loſt to the 
| Remembrance! No not while I hold the 


Pen of Adamant, that can inſcribe upon the 
Wings of Time thy honour'd Character. 


Sound Fame; thy brazen ranger ſrund 
Stand in the Center of the Univerſe, 
1 And call the liſt ning World around, 
3 c While I rehearſe- | 
In lofty Ni umbers and aſpiring Verſe, 


I 
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N not in Verſe, but in bigh Story * * 


8 Immortal WoowaRD's Glory. 


* greateſt of all Great! hear Woll 


take Note, Oo World! that tis not only 


in himſelf I praiſe this mighty Combatant, 


| Conqueſt and Laurels are poor Pride to thee, 


nor to thy ſelf alone thou oweſt thy Glories! 


O Great in thine on Perſon: Great in 


thy Deſcent; Great in thy Profeſſion, Great 
in thy Alliances : Hear all and then let Ho- 


nour hold the Beam, and ſee whoſe Scale i is 
heavieſt, 


Thou wett prepar'd for in the Womb of 


Time. Fate ſeeing what thy Deeds wou'd 
be, gave thee the nobleſt and the propet 
Origin. O ſprung from patents that fore- 


told th thy Glories 1 Thy Sire ſcarce ſecond to 
the God of Day ; ; ſuperior to thePlanet of the 
Night. bore on his Back, as Atlas did the 


World, whole Floods of embryo Light +! 


The Nymph who bore thee to the illumin'd 
Sire; Parent, not of thee only and thy Works, 
Parent perhaps of Pope's high Verſe, and of 


| thy Proſe. 0 yard / 1 Birth to Paper f. * 


D CREE Hail 


5 . * Hiſtory N for Hermit. NI Tov. 
+ Perhaps he was Porter to a Tallow-Chandler. 


t Poffibly a Rag- Woman, but of this we affirm nothing 
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Hail Goddeſs of the remnant Shred, which 
ſpreads its little Surface o'er the Stream, that 


1 8 along thy ſteepy Rivulets, O Qgeen h 


of the Cities, London, ſtops at the grated 
Entrance to the Deep, and grows under 


thine Influence, an Ode, or an Eiffrida. 


Such, O immortal! is thy Anceſtry: 
And what thy boaſtful Rivals - W hat 


if his motley Mourning ſpeak it truly? 


What is his Boaſt! the miſbegotten Off- 
Why be it fo: his ; 


fpring of ſome 
Birth's leſs honourable, becauſe it is leſs 
honeſt, than if he were indeed the Son of the 
good Prieſt, whoſe Tutelage he thus diſ- 


- honours. But tis not him of whom 7 ſpeak, 


the Subject's nobler, for it is of thee, Thou 


 woud'ſt not boaſt the Glories of thy Race, 
thyſelf an Undeſerver, thy Acts declare thee | 


more than all my Praiſe, They ſpeak thee 
born of this illuſtrious Race, and of a Soul, 
that anſwers to that Birth, that dares not 
but do well. Born, of ſuch Stock what was 


thy choſen Scene the Theatre? No, for 


that was accidental — it Was the Field: 
and there thou wert enobled. The Service 


renders every Man the Gentleman. No 
| wonder 


F þ 
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98 Wonder thou haſt claim'd the Title boldly. 
The Wars of Venus, are they not ſo called? 


and are they not as honourable as the Fields 

of Mars ! The Wounds, the Blood ſpilt vo- 
luntarily in the one, is it not equal to all that 
flows before the other? What if the Colour 
differ! and is it not a Scene of as equal Glo- 
: ry, whether we fight under the Flag of 
Marlborough, or of the Amazonian C—n. 
The Duty v was as hard, the Danger more; 
the Pay was. equal. Is it not more, aſk thoſe 
who have attempted i it, to fill 6ne female Soul, 
and ſuch a Soul, and ſuch a Female too; than 


to pile up the dead of fifty Trenches ? Is; it not 
more to ſtand the ſingle Combat with the 


Legions of defrauding Rioters, too drunk for 
Fear, than to maintain the left among em- 
battled Hoſts and ſhare the F ate of thou- 
ſands? This. Taſk. was thine, nor was this 
all. Thyſelf who often fought, firſt led them 
to the Field. Thou combatedſt with F riends, 
notſ Foes; 3 but they were Foes to C 
and didſt thou not there merit double Pay, 
Where there was double danger! who ever 
Te t thee myey dhe long Cone Who 
1 3 nwo aa or erer 
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ever fill'd with Fa och Fire and equal Dig- 
nity, the ripple Office ! but. what is therein 
all the Rounds of Life to o which thou art 


unequal. F Wy att! N / Js) oo 2 


Great i in "thy Binh, and in : thy. Office pane 


er, thou art not leſs i in thy Alliances. Thy 
double Treaties with the double State that 
Rules the Theatre ; 2 2 what could have 


$ 24} 


All d, what, could Pate plan'd, or what 


could have fu} ſupported, but, Worth like thine! 


diſcovered i in tlie awo Arts of Coutts, 
the double Dealing and” the hid Iatrigue 4 
thou coudſt not fiäk beneath the Load 
Shame! that is for tmeaner Souls. Falſe 10 1 
thy firſt and to thy latter Vows 3 confeſſ- 
Ing all, thou wert of all abfolv'd. = 
res; Tam x . A you can ay and 
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LY 2 "trite of ne, Inte ye, is Pu 
niſbment enough % $67 4 ——. * Hard 


Words they ſeund uncouthly. But 


gn and 8 will mals e eaſy. 


— 


Tbeſe Things are Great, but this is tink 
Se below . thy -Boaſts, below. thy 
very owning... All that, is truly Noble 
Wer in | thee : : thy "Loves ſhall own it all: 


and 


* 
— Moe a 


T 


© 8. 


>. 
2 


1 23 ＋ 2 5 
and thy « own 1 when theſe are mes | 
nay, when they are dead, {hall praiſe thee, 
Where I began, there tis I end thy Tri- 
umph; there'tis I Ile thee rais d above all Mor- 


tals, And there tis I and there theWorld adore 


thee, 'Tis there I own thee firſt of all Genii, 
that have graced the barbarous Age. Tis 
there thy Friends and thy Acquantance hail 

thee ; there they ſhall hail thee, while Me- 
rit, or while accident ſhall keep thee Living 
in their Memory, while Sugar, or while Pies 


| luſcious as thine own Eloquence, ſhall throw 
thy Labours in. their WA... 
While waſting Gingerround the ſtreets they ge go 
And uiſi it Alekouſe where they firs did Grow. 
My humble Praiſe attempts not the un- 
bounded Flight, that mark the Progreſs of 
thy Lofty Satire. Tam.ty'd down to Truth, 
which in the Celebrating Worth-like thine 
'twere Criminal indeed to Violate, Thou in 
thy larger Province and with thy larger Fan- 
cy; invenive ſtill upon thy Mother s offspring, 
as underneath why 1 Fathers Influence : what 


chou doſt write no more belongs to him of 
y [| whom *twas written; than what thou acteſt 
& o him who wrote Scum which thou 125 * 
2 1 9 _e a 
d 7 ' 
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Robe of Elocution : And I believ'd thee, 
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Thy fertile Fancy, and thy free Indul- 
gence kt Truth and Liberty contempti- 


ble, tis fit they ſhould do fo. Thoſe are 


thy Arms; with thoſe * tis fit thou conquer- 
eſt---Go on, and to ſay more than Volumes 
could contain in the low Garb of vulgar 


Praiſe be every Victory like this. Farewel, | 


Yours truly, 
SAM PSON EDWARDS. 


P. 8, I have but two Things more to fay, 
and then farewel in earneſt, Your natural 


Impatience, my warm Friend, to hear your 


own true Praiſe may make you wonder at my 


| unexpected Tardineſs, and you will wonder 


at my lofty Style. The one of theſe de. 


pended on the other. It required Time to 
get my rough Thoughts drefſed in the gay 


and I believ'd them worth it. Beſides 
I thought it juſt that each ſhou'd equal- 
ly maintain his Character. That I ſhould. 
write as like a Cobler as you write like a; 
Gentleman---Each to his Title, and each 


equally, 
Good Night, and ſleep u 


3 you may. 


Don't, with what 


BRITAN 
NICVM, 


